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Article 18

THE MORNING
Gary Tafelsky
She was the first thing he saw when he came around
the corner of the house and looked down the street, ··down
the sidewalk lined with full grown elm and maple trees
and houses with front porches built and roofs shingled
by the band of carpenters that had sawed and chiseled
and hammered their way through the town's infancy. He
decided to wait for her although her waving of arms and
jumping of legs and bouncing around did not bring her
any closer. He gazed skyward . The clouds scudding
along in the growing wind were the same color as the dog
and cat brains he had examined the day before during his
first biology class.
He bent over and picked up some twigs that had fallen
during the night and broke them into pieces that resembled
perfectly the caterpillars, or maybe they ~ere worms, that
he had found in the garden and destroyed. He hurled them
one by one into the asphalt street where each one landing,
helped form a circle. He looked down the street, wondering
if she were coming, and decided to wait and if he became
sure she wasn't coming he would go down the street to
where she was. Giggling nervously he came alive with the
feeling of tensed muscles aching for action and running
across the lawn jumped up to tear some leaves off the
only tree in front of the house. He didn't make it. A
dozen more tries and no luck. A few days ago the bigger
boy from the next block had done it, fresh after a
Friday night sleep. Some day soon he would be the same
size and strong enough to reach the lowest branches
and hang on. A knowing smile sculptured his face.
He thought of the casting rod and reel in the garage
and the feelings he couldn't understand when he tried
to use the rod like he had seen men do 6n TV and in the
movies . Nothing had happened but an angry buzz from
somewhere inside the reel and maybe two feet of line
moved through the guides and the bell sinker, which he
realized somehow was probably too light, hung flopping
in the air at the end of the rod. Cramming his hands
into the pockets of his worn denim jacket he squeezed
he fingers into a fist until their moisture reminded him
of the neighbor's lily pond the time he fell in and the
black muck that had gotten into his mouth and the frog
sent splashing.
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Mother had said ask your father how to work the reel
but he hadn't and never would . He decided to take
another look at the rod and reel hoping there would be
a difference. Maybe it would work today and he turned
to walk around the house to the garage and try a different
combination of pushes and pulls on the levers and buttons
of the reel ,
He was almost there when he heard it. It was a funny
sound, ·. a happy sound and it meant she was coming down the
street to see him. If he timed it right he could intercept
her in front of the house. Grinning he turned cartwheels
until he felt that he was in her eyes and flipping onto
his butt sat in the grass propped halfway up on his
hands. Spreadeagled, dizzy. She was not alone, but
pushing with one foot on and one foot off a tricycle. No
squeaks, no noisy tires to surprise him, to tinker with.
"Is that yours?"
"No, my sister got it for her birthday."
"What are you doing with it? I'll race you."
She turned the tricycle around and jumping into the
seat burst away from him down the sidewalk. He was on
his feet and past her in twenty yards. His quickness
frightened her and she stopped. A raindrop splattered on
an eyelid and he lowered his head from an arrogant tilt
as he straddled the sidewalk in front of her.
"Let me ride it."
"Just to down in front of our house and that's all
you can ride it."
The seat was too small and his legs too long for
any comfort and he sensed he had made a mistake but why
quit now and started pedaling. No speed because his
legs refused to do what his head said and he stopped,
started, went ten feet and the tricycle fell apart, severed
itself at the single joint that united front and rear
sections. Silence. A minute of taut unsureness and he
picked up the unweildy halves of the former traveller
and wheeled them onto the lawn in front of her house.
She hadn't said anything, fidgeting with her brown
hair and faded scarlet dress and he thought she had
laughed once. He would leave without saying anything
if he could and leave what was to come of this accident
to others.
"My sister will make you get her another one."
"No, he said emptily."
The front door opened and he recognized her father
coming out the biggest man in the block fresh out of
work in need of a shave and the battered cigar welded in
the corner of his mouth and the half moon glasses beneath
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the unkempt hair that gave him a certain authority and
strength. A glance around and he looked down and said
simply and softly, "don't come down here any more."
.He turned slowly away and walked away not looking
back and knew that he should have stayed inside and
read comics but soon it would be time for lunch and
there was food to enjoy.

THE SHEEP'S AT THE FLOWERS
Patrick E. Cloney
the
the
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sheep's at the flowers.
pig's at the vine.
wine's in the stewards.
cup's filled with brine.

and where is the man
who looks after the flock?
hung up on business
'till three o'clock.
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